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CHAPTER I.

THE PROPHEST,

'.Dey's Union soldiers- -
tnv

The American civil war had begun,
ilissouri was about-evenl- balanced be-

tween secession with the southern states
and loyalty with the northern states. The
lime was August, in 1801. There had
"been struggles or legislation over the
question whether Missouri should go
with the south or stay with the north.
Every city, every town, and many a
family, was distracted and divided. All
was turbulence. Gen. Fremont was in
command of the Unionist military de-

partment, and he had sent Gen. Lyon
with a small army to drive out the Con-

federate troops, who had entered the
elate from Indian territory under com-
mand of Gen. Ben McCulIoch. The
movements of both commanders were for
nwhilo as chaotic as the diverse senti-
ments of the people, for the governments
of the United States and the Confederate
States were alike indecisive in their policy
concerning the uncertain territory. The
battle of Wilson's Creak was not far off,
and the immediate region was loosely
possessed by Confederate troop3.

But peaceful quite was the yard of a
arm house which overlooked the stream
t sundown of a summer day. Four
rsons wero unconsciously grouped in a
tiy that made a fair picture. They
re two men and two women, not one

&vhom had gone further in life than a
ir years beyond maturity. One woman

negligently on a bench, with one arm
bgjng over its back, and the other

nging at her side. Her face was so
jfectly regular and proportionate in its
fturea that it might have been expres-bles- s

but for large black and wonder-ll- y

lustrous eyes. Ho who stood be-
nd her, leaning on the back of the seat,
is a ver)- - manly fellow. A tendency
slouchinessin his clothing was in keep-- g

with free and careless ways, and
his rural rearing as certainly as

.e woman's nicety of dress showed her
quaintance with the exactions of a
ahionable life in the city.
fJie other couple wero in a swing that
mg from the liinbof a tree, the brawny
pn clasping the ropes with his hands,
d the slender woman clinging to liim
sh more energy than her position
lined to require. She jumped down of
Sudden, and perverted the fact by say-- :

"You wero hugging me, Tudor
jwne." She ran out of the yard, ho
(lowing, and clumsily protesting his
hocenco of intentional impropriety.
The pair that remained had listened
H,h the air of being still diverted by
jnelhing that was by no means new to
Jem; and the woman said: "They are
nusing, Mr. Willett." Her tone was
ay, like her attitude and her manner.
"Thether she w:ia affected by the listless-ps- s

that comes of summer lounging in
fie country, or whether her calmness of
urface was a careful covering of activ-t- ;

underneath, young Oliver Willett had
ben trying to discern. He courageously
ddermined on a moro direct way to the
dfSired knowledge than guessing, and

began, in thoughtlessly

ood, but ardent words, an avowal of
Lis passion.

A woman came to the open window of
the house and stood eavesdropping. This
was May Willett Oliver's sister, and
older than ho. She waited only long
enough to comprehend what her brother
was doing and then interrupted by pre-
senting herself before them. Oliver
walked into the house without saying
another word. May took the place that
he had left at the back of the seat, and
Baid quietly, but with a firm modulation:
""Mrs. Armytage, I have been listening.
T heard what my brother said, and I knew
what ho was going to say. I am going to
speak frankly it is my duty. You and
Mrs. Dimuiock married women came
hero to spend a few weeks. I welcomed
3 ou as a school day friend, and her as
your friend. You asked mo not to tell
anybody that you were wives."

"That was her freak, not mine,'' Mrs.
Armytage leplied; "I was ashamed of it
from the start."

"You acquiesced at least, and I gave
you my word not to let oven Oliver
.know. I did not foresee that yon would
so quickly become lovers. He has been
commissioned an officer in the Confeder-

ate army, yet he lingers hero, away from
his duty and in dangerous proximity to
the Unionists' advance."

Mrs. Armytage's manner was placid
as she said: "Am I to blame? 1 have not
undertaken to control his couduct or Ids
heart. I am the wife of a United States
anny officer, and who can. say that I am
unfaithful? I have tried to discourage
your brother, and it is not my fault if I
have not succeeded. But if you order
ice away, I will not hesitate about go-

ing."
Mrs. Armytage arose with stately dig-

nity, but May drew her back to tlie seat,
saying, "Forgive me."

"I impose only one condition,' Mi's.

Armytage said. "Promise never to un-

deceive your brother. Let him continue
to think of me with respect."

"I promise," May said.

Tudor Bowne and Mrs. Dimmock re-

turned to the yard, and saw nothing in
Mm Armytage's beautifully immobile
face to show that a gust of feeling had
swept over it, Mrs. Cumnock was cling-
ing to Tudors arm with a clever mock-
ery of affection, and lie was exhibiting
an exaltation of delight. They wero
bringing along an aged negress. whoso
gaudily turbanod head, and tatterdenial- -

ion garments made tier a singular fig-

ure. That was Old Judee., of familiar
repute in. the county as a witch, but an
engrossing novelty to the guests. A wandering

vagabond she was. and 6ho told
fortunes with all the weirdnes3 of which
Bhe was capable. Sho was regarded as a
voudou necromancer, and among the
blacks she was feared, if not quite rever-
enced; while the whites were not free of
superstition regarding her charms, spells
and prophecies, although at the WTillett

homestead there was an intelligent dis-

position to treat her jocosely whenever
she visited the place.

But she wa3 quickly the center of a
group comprising all the persons of the
premises, and she shrewdly chose the
two strange ladie3 to especially impress
herself upon. The account which is
here to be given of her prediction, and
what ensued, is to bo construed as the
reader pleases either as a narrative of
something occult, or of something alto
gether explainable as matters of chance
coincidence. The writer is merely a his-

torian, with no disposition to theorize
upon the incidents which lie sets forth.

Old Judee was formal in her method
as a prophetess. She proffered her
services to Mrs. Armytage first, and
then to Mrs. Dimmock; but those ladies,
conscio'as of their roguery in having
figured before their two wooers as mai-
dens, were scared by the negress' offers
of divination and refused to have their
fortunes told.

"Den yo', Mass'r Oliver," old Judee
said; "lemme tole yo' fortin'. Dah's
fo'tellin' in yo' case, bah, impo'tent

I kin see dangah, Mass'r Oliver;
dangah right ahead o' yo'."

"That's not hard to foretell in these
war times," Oliver laughingly responded.

The solemnity of the black witch was
not disturbed by ridicule. She was used
to that. Sinking slowly to her knees,
closing her eyes and waving her arms
slowly above her head, she half muttered
and half chanted a jargon of meaning-
less words. This lasted two or three
minutes. Then she stopped her move-
ments, opened her eyes and stared fixed-
ly at Oliver. He had witnessed her mum-
mery before, and was not much im-

pressed now, but to the two guests it
was new and strange.

"Ax' me, Mass'r Oliver, ax' me," she
droned.

"Tell me what you see," he said, aim-
ing only to satisfy the curiosity of the
ladies.

"I see yo' in do middle ob a soldier
comp'ny mai chin' marchin'. "

"Well, I trust they're Confederates in
gray, Aunt Judee. And can't you put
me at their head? I am to be a captain,
you know."

"Dey yan't in gray. Dey'3 in blue,
sah. Dey's Union soldiers marchin'
marchin'," and she swayed her body and
held up her head, as though in unison
with the tread of the troop which she
saw. "An' yo' yan't in de command.
Yo's wearin' de same clothes yo' got on
now. Ohl I see dat yo's a pris'ner, fo'
yo' arms is tied, an' de comp'ny guards
yo' close." Her eyes turned slowly away
from Oliver, and she seemed to be watch-
ing something that was moving steadily
away. "Marchin' marchin' marchin',"
she repeated over and over, but in a low-

er and lower tone, until she finally whis-
pered: "Dey's gone out'n sight, sah, an'
I don't see no moah."

"But I'd really like to know what be-

comes of me," Oliver lemarked careless-l- y.

"I trust that you," and he covertly
addressed Mrs. Armytage, "have some
regard as to that."

Old Judee turned her gaze on that
lady, and stared steadily, yet vacantly.

"Well, well," Mrs. Armytage asked;
"and what are you seeing now?"

"I see yo' on horseback, lady ridin'
hard ridin' fast. Great trouble in yo'
face great trouble." Suddenly sho
ceased to speak and spread one hand to
her ear in the attitude of listening. "I
heahs yo' say somefing. 'I must sabe
him I must sabo hirul' Dat's what yo'
savin'. An' now yo' rides into de woods."
Sho had seemed to follow with her eyes
the course of the equestrienne, making
recognizable tho movement of a person
in the saddle of a running horse. "Dah,
3o's gone. I doan' see no moah."

"Try again."
"No, missy; I doan' see no moah."
Even those who had seen Old Judeo

befoie in similar exhibitions wero sober-
ly impressed. There was martial ex-

citement in tho air, and the woman's
rude yet moving description of Oliver a
captive in the hands of a company of
soldiers btirred them. Within a week
thoy had witnessed the incursion of Gen.
McCulIoch and his Confederate rangers
from Texas and Arkansas. The local
sympathies of the whites favored tho
cause of the south, and they had been
widely enthusiastic when tho redoubta-
ble McCulIoch came into sight, suriound-e-d

by his gayly diessed staff and accom-

panied by Governor Jackson, Gen. Price
and Gen." Pearce. They had looked with
delighted eyes on the first Confederate
soldiers that they had seen, the men all
dressed in gray, and their officers re-

splendent with gilded buttons, golden
braid and stars of gold. To look like
these gallant soldiers; to be of them; to
fight beside them, was tho one desire of
most Missourians in tliat immediate
neighborhood. But to oppose this force
Gen. Lycn had brought from tho east-
ward a Union army, and tho minority
of Unionists had been dazzled and made
enthusiastic by his possession of Spring-
field. Some had seen the brave appear-anc- o

that Lyon made as he dashed
through the streets on his iron gray
horse, under escort of a bodyguard of
stalwart troopers enlisted in St. Louis
for that especial duty.

The fearless liorsemanship and defiant
bearing of these bearded warriors,
mounted on powerful chargers and
armed to tho teeth with great revolvers
and massive swords, their heroic size
and ferocious aspect, gave luster to tho
entry into the chief city of the south-
west of the grim soldier who had driven
the insurgent governor from his capital,
had dispersed the army that wa gather-
ing at Booneville. and had forced Jack-
son and Price and all their men to fly for
safety into the uttermost corner of the
state. So the ferment and the contraiety
of feelings had wrought the people up to
a high pitch of excitement.

"I'm afraid, Aunt Judee," said Oliver,
half jesting and half in earnest, "that
you're indulging your northern senti-
ments. We're old, old friends, yet you
make tlie Yankees capture me."

"ut she sends a rescuer after you,"5
Mrs. Dimmock suggested.

Had the negress merely indulged her
wish and fancy in describing the Con-
federate officer as a prisoner? And liad
she, raking an easy cue from his manner
and words to Mrs. Armytage, sought to
mollify luni by representing tho lady as
seckiDJr his deliverances Sua hA th I

cunning of the southern voudou votaries,
whether she possessed any of their sup-
posed supematuralism or not.

"Look again," Oliver insisted. "You've
put me into a predicament now see me
through it."

Old Judee took his hand, and reached
for one of Mrs. Armytage's, too. Still
kneeling, and with the hands tightly
clasped, she -- gazed steadfastly at the
young couple, and then beyond them
into the distance.

"I see yo' both." she said. "Yo',
Mass'r Oliver, is in front ob de soldiers."

"Ah! at last you've put me in com-
mand," he interjected.

"Dey am de Union soldiers standin'
still standin' solemn. Yo' am facin'
dem. Dey lifts car guns. Dey fires at
yo' an' yo' falls. De lady am dar, too,
pale as death. Sho am faintin'. She
drops on de groun'. De smoke ob de
guns gets thick. It hides yo' both. I
can't see. SKtamall."

Old Judee arose to her feet, rubbed her
eyes, had a minute of apparent bewilder-
ment, and then was sufficiently wide
awake to take the coin which Oliver
handed to her.

"All humbug,' he said.
"Of course," Mrs. Armytage assented.
But tli;y gazed in silence after the

black woman, as she walked away, and
nobody was prompt to ridicule hex
prophecy. It had made, at least momen-
tarily, a serious impression on all who
heard it.

CHAPTER n.
LOVE A.VD T7AS

.:v i
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sj.
--.A"Ha is a spy.1"

Half an hour later, Mrs. Armytage and
Mrs. Dimmock were alone in the garden,
when a lumbering carriage rolled to the
gate. Col. Armytage, of tho Union
army, was tlie man who alighted. His
hair was white enough for seventy years,
but his skin was sufficiently ruddy and
smooth for fifty; and his age was a fair
compromise betwixt the two that ig,
sixty. lie kissed his wife and said,
"Your color indicates some sort of emo-
tion, and that is unusual in you." She
replied, with perfect equanimity, that a
wife ought to be pleasurably agitated on
meeting her husband after a separation.

"I have "come to take you back to
Springfield," said he.

Mrs. Armytage was frightened, and she
furtively scanned his facefoi'dnformation
of tho reason; but there was no anxiety
betiayed in her tone when sho asked if
they wero to go soon. There was more
feeling in the exclamation, "I am glad,'
after he had said, "Immediately."

"I'm cot," said Mrs. Dimmock.
Tlie arrival of a carriage was not so

common an event as to be uninteresting,
and from the house emerged several ser-

vants. As they came toward the colonel
ho hastily said to his wife and Mrs. Dim-
mock: "Gen. Lyon has arrived at Spring-
field. There is to be a forward movement.
We can't leavo you longer in a Confed-
erate household. Hush they must not
hear."

May Willett came out, and Col. Army-tag-o

was presented to her. Sho wel-

comed him gracefully; and being told
that her visitors wero about to go away,
Eaicl that she was very sorry, which waa
a lie that politeness required of her.

Mrs. Arm tage hurried tlie prepara-
tions for depauti-- 3 with all her might,
because she hoped to avoid a meeting
between her husband and Oliver or Tu-- 1

dpr. Sho whispered h"r purpose to May,
who gave aid to its accomplishment.

Col. Armytage went into the house for
a glass of water before starting. May
accompanied him. The two wives wero
waiting impatiently in the yard, when
Oliver Willett and Tudor Bowne saun-- .

tercd into it together. Mrs. Armytage
fled like a cowaid into the houe. Oliver
attributed her withdrawal to displeasure
at hi3 recent half made avowal of love.
From Mrs. Dimmock lie learned of the
intended sudden departure, and he con- - j

nected it instantly with I113 previous
guess that his love making had given of-

fense. Mrs. Dimmock made a bold
stroke by saying:

"Col. Armytage is in the house her
father," repeating the latter words so as
to fix them in Oliver's mind, "and he
will take us away within five minutes.
2s ow, listen to nie." and she put her arms
carelessly through those of the men.

"He says the condition of this section is
dangerous. He is a Union officer, and the
folks around here are Confederates. Now,
if his identity became known he might
be treated roughly. So please avoid
mentioning his name or his relation to
Miss Armytage."

Oliver did not answer, but Tudor said:
"When you command, I obey," and went
into the house with the able young falsi-

fier.
Mrs. Armytage soon came out, wear-

ing a hat and a light cloak, in readiness
for the ride. On seeing Oliver alone she
would have retired had he not detained
her.

"Here in Missouri," he said, very earn-
estly, "our ways are blunter than yours
of the eastern cities. I love you you
know it." She endeavored to get past
him, but he stopped her by a clasp of her
wrist. "A second, I beg. I recall the
avowal. I do not wish to violate usage
or propriety I will ask your father's
consen to woo you. He is here, and I
will speak to him frankly."

Mrs. Armytage perceived the error into
which Oliver had been led as to Col.
Armytage's relationship to her. She said
entrcatingly: "No, no don't speak to
him!"

"Why not? My love is honorable."
"Mine is not."
This was her hasty thought, nttered

before she had considered how much of
confession it conveyed.

"Then you do lovo me? said Oliver,
catching only at cse phase of her mean-in- c

He would have clasped her, but she
drew back, saying: "Hush! He is com-
ing. In heaven's name, Oliver, do not
say anything to him. I will tell you why

some time. I have written a message
to you. It is behind the mirror in my
room. Look for it after I am gone."

He seized her hand, and wa3 about to
kiss it, when Col. Armytage and the rest
came out of the house. He stepped back
into a shadow, from which, unseen, he
heard them bid adieu to his sister and
saw them ride away.

"Drive fast," said Col. Armytage to
the negro who held tho rein3. He added
to the women, "This neighborhood i3
not over safe for us."

"It is full of peril," said Mrs. Armytage.
Tho journey of ten miles to Springfield

wa3 made in the early evening, and it
conveyed Col. Armytage and the two
ladies direct to the house where he had
for a week been provisionally quartered.
The town was a hubbub of military oc-

cupation. Gen. Lyon meant to advance
upon tho Confederates next day, and the
preparations were confused, for in those
early days of the war the operations had
little of the precision and orderliness
subsequently achieved. Col. Armytage's
absence, though brief, had left his duties
to accumulate, and he had no time to
devote to his regained wife.

Frivolous Mrs. Dimmock, interested by
the hurly-burl- had no thought of the
farm house that she had so recently
quitted; but Mrs. Armytage wandered
away into the garden. She sat on a
bench, leaned against the tree that made
a back for it, and turned her face toward
thebrightmoon,which had risen just high
enough to shine over the wall that lined
the garden on that side. Externally she
was the placid, cool, young beauty. In
her mind, so well hidden by her char-
acteristic self control, was being formed,
and not without a struggle, a firm reso-
lution to think no more of Oliver Willett.
A noise at the wall startled her, and
Oliver leaped over. He stood before
her, took off his hat, and bowed low.
His entrance to the garden had been
rapid and resolute; but now he was
hesitant, as though a littlo cunfounded
by his situation. Mrs. Armytage rose,
and looked at him with wonder in her
lustrous eyes, a3 she said:

"What brings you here?"
"You," he answered.
"You are reckless."
"A lover knows no fear."
"But he should not let his own fear-

lessness be the destruction of tho woman
he loves."

"What do you mean?"
"Did you get the message that I left

for you?'
"Yes; and came with it to its author."
They had spoken so rapidly that their

dialogue thus far had been as inconsider-
ate as it was exciting to them; yet sho
maintained by far tho most composure,
and when he would have grasped her
hands she stepped back with a show of
displeasure. ,

"My letter told you," she said, "that
you must never see mo again that there
was a sufficient reason why we must not
meet."

"It told me, too, he said, uncooled
by her repellent manner, "what your
lips had refused to tell. I had begun to
believe that you were heartless, and tho
sudden knowledge of the trutli that
you loved mo was like sUtn'SSQrtrto an
invalid potent to make the blood tin-
gle, the heart lxmnd and the brain whirl.
What could I do but come to you?"'

"Forget it if I wrote anything to en-

courage your madness. I was thought-
less I scrawled hurriedly to escape ob-

servation. Remember only that I said
we must not even think of each other."

"I know the letter word for word."
He took from a pocket a crumpled

sheet of paper that looked like a pago
torn from a diary; but he scarcely glanced
at it as he recited what was penciled on it.

"It says: 'The past two weeks were to
mo like a brief existenco in another life
than my own. I had never loved any
man. My situation forbade me to enter-
tain such a sentiment, except for one who
was powerless to excite it. You made
me love you.'" He held the writing before
her, and added triumphantly, "they aro
your words."

"Blot them out and read the rest."
She 6tood with folded arms as passive

as a statue. He read, aided by his recol-
lection and the bright light of the moon:

"I am free to confess it because I also
tell you that I must abjure the passion
that makes mo irresolute, while I write
out my own sentence. I cannot bear to
explain to you the reason why we must

but it is absolute, irresiti-ble- ,
final."

"Why do you come here after that?"
6hs said, still calm.

"I come to leaia what the thing ia that
can part us."

"I will not tell you?1'
"Is it that you are a Unionist and I an

officer in the Confederate army?'
"No; that is not the reason."
He argued no more, but 6aidf "You

puzzle me," as he thrust the paper into
a breast pocket. She looked toward tho
house, with a thought for the first time
of being observed, so absorbed had she
been, despite her self possession.

"Somebody will come," she said. "Go
at once. If you were recognized here you
might be put under arrest."

He instantly concluded that her re-

pulse of him had been caused by her,
fear for his 6afety. That was pleasing
to his vanity, and allaying to the doubts
that had been taking shape in his mind
as to whether she did lore aftr all. He
clasped her passionately. She did not
struggle to escape, but resolved instead
on tlie course that she well knew would
be more effectual, and which site was I

convinced she could not now avoid. She
said:

"Oh, must I abase myself before yon?
I desired yon to forget me, or remember
me respectfully. You compel me to tell
you what it is that must keep us apart,
lam a wife."

She was freed instantly. Not thai he
with intention recoiled from her; but his
arms relaxed involuntarily, and
with tlte limpness of a man who had re-

ceived a terrible physical aa well as men-
tal shock. He gasped out. after a pause:
"A wife, did you say?""

"Yes; wife cf the man "you thought
was my father."

The first definite sentiment that ws3
formed out of the jambling of ideas in
his mind ws resentment; and he began:
"Your deceit'

"You will forgive me," she pleaded.
in tone as well as in words, "when you !

know that at the first I had no deliberate I

thought of senously deceiving yea, when '

you consider the !f condemnation I
have suffered, when I tefl you that the '

determination to be an cooorable wif is
ja&da sitKc coci oS a. fctafcjo- ios.rx.n i

Her attitude of suppucation.lier eyes,
that he had never before seen to hold
tears, her voice, that he had never before
heard to express passion these drove tho
resentment out of I113 thoughts, and left
only the overmastering knowledge ofrtbe
reality of her love. Therefore, it ia not
surprising that he said: "Struggle no
more, but go with me now. I will take
you away from your unloved nusband."

He again put his-arm- around her, and
she partly through an effort to free her-
self and partly through an unconsidered
impulse slid down to her knees. She
clung to his hands while she said:

"Dont break my good resolution!
Don't use your influence for evil, but sus-

tain mo in my honor!'
He lifted her tenderly to her feet and

said: "Your rebuke makes me ashamed
of myself. Good-by.- "

4 'Farewell; and remember that my good
repute is in your keeping."

He took her hand respectfully. "I
swear," he said, with all the solemnity
that could attend a more formal oath
taking, "by tho hand that I may never
hold again, by my unalterable love, that
I will sooner give up my life than this
secret."

He started toward tho wall, but turned
back as though to say something more.
Ho saw her standing rigid and white in
the moonlight and people hurriedly ap-
proaching. Col. Armytage was at the
front of the party, but they were led by
a man in tho uniform of a sergeant, who
pointed and said: "This is an officer in
the Confederate army. He is a spy."

"He is Mr. Willett. at whose home I
have been a guest," said Mrs. Armytage,
with wonderful calmness; but, while she
spoke with a steady voice, she leaned
against tlie seat for support,

"Young man," said Col. Armytage,"it
will be necessary for you, under the cir-

cumstances, to explain your presence
hero at tlie headquarters of the Union
commander. I hope you can do so satis-
factorily."

Oliver said firmly, "Ihave no explana-
tion to make."

"Gen. Lyon has been warned," Col.
Armytage continued, "that a spy would
visit these piemises to get in-

formation as to our plans for
I sincerely regret that my wife's friend
has rendered himself liable to detention,
and I trust that he has not endeavored to
use knowledge that he may have gained
in social intercourse. Guaids, conduct
this gentleman to the general."

Oliver thought vaguely of trying to es-

cape, but the grasp of the soldiers wa3
upon him. Then ho recollected Mrs.
Armytage's letter, and his hand went
involuntarily to his breast. She saw the
gesture and know what it; meant. She
clung to tho seat, only by a hard resist-
ance preventing herself from falling
into it.

Col. Armytage also saw the movement,
and-said- , as Olivor was marched away,
"Search him for documents that he may
be carrying."

CHAPTER HI.
TWO OF OLD JUDEE'S VISIONS REALIZED.
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I M v
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"I can prove no such thing."
At midnight Sirs. Armytage was tho

sole occupant of a room in the second
story of the spacious house which CoL

Armytage and his staff occupied. The
windows looking out on the Home largo
garden from which Oliver Willett had
been taken as a spy not long before, wero
widoopen, for the atmosphere was sul-

try. 3frs. Armytage sat by n table.
During an Iwur she had scarcely stirred
from one position. Slowly she had como
to a clear appreciation of what liad .hap-
pened, and she was waiting, as--

ton guillotine might, with aw-
ful dread awaiting the fall of tho
blade for her husband to come with tho
letter that she felt must ere this have
been taken from Oliver. Tho twelve
strokes of a clock at midnight sounded
to her unreasonably like a knell; and
from that she wont into a daze of won-
dering why tlie bell's familiar noiso sug-
gested such an idea to her. As pm-oon-

s

in dreams condenso hours into seconds,
so her thoughts had wandered far and
wide before the twelfth stroke; and
then, looking up, she saw her husband
standing before her.

"Not alvd yet?" he said.
That was not like what she expected,

and she thought it wa a trrnal preface
for the real matter; bnt he seemed to ex-

pect a reply, and so she said: "How
could I slep"

"True," he answered, while she' lis-

tened with every fiber sti Jiod to meet
an accusation; "the sad event of to-nig-ht

has shaken my nerves, and fhey are
stronger than yoars."

He kissed her on the forehead. She
took the endearment with a hoarcboend,
as an indication that somehow tho ca-

lamity had been averted, and hesitating-
ly asked, "What what wa3 tho result?
He explained that"

"He explained notmag. It was not j
i

possiol for bun to clear himself. He
was caught at the catzus headquarters j

on the night before- an important move-
ment. Probably he supposed that ha
acquaintance with yt would bo-- a plaus-
ible excuse for nis presence, and cetn
brave enooga to take the chase. His
bold plan might have been successful
had he not earned a paper that con-

demned him."
"Condemned him?"
"Yes; for sltbough he managed to

destroy the paper before anybody read
it"

"He destroyed itT
Tw esx" ruards rav Mm thoo- -

poTtanirv. Boubtiess-itcoolaiae- meao- -

savehiminreturn. Hencesho
"The paper contained no such, thing."

"How do you know?"
The question brought her to the paint

of confession, if she intended to make
one, but instead she shrank from. it.
"Who knows that it did?"

"Well, he refused to deny it when a
reasonable account of the paper's con-

tents might have saved hia life."
"Is his life in danger?'
"He has only a few hoars to live. He

is sentenced to be shot at daybreck."
Once more tlie woman forgot herself

in her appreciation of tho sacrifice that
had been made for her, and sho

"Oh, it will bo murder! Ho ia
not a spy."

"I would like to think so, but he will
not plead not guilty," he added, as sho
sank back in her cliair, covered her face
and wept. "I know it is shocking to
you to know that tho man who was your
hobt yesterday is to be shot this morning.

j and that your husband is in a sense- his
executioner. War necessities ura brutal.

Mrs. Armytage stood up and put her
arms around her husband's neck. "You.
never denied me anything I asked,
reasonable or unreasonable. Save this
this man's life. Help him to escape, if
it can be done in no other way."

Her impulsive action wa astonishing
to him. and he was by it distracted from
her words; but wiien he comprehended
them, he said: "Your proposition is dis-

honorable."
"Would you be a murderer?" She was

as vehement now as sho had jnst been
wheedling; and she took her arms from
around Ins neck. "He is not a spy I
know it By saving him you would keep
yourself clear of an innocent man's
blood."

"Proof that he is not a spy would save
him. Can you furnish that?' and ho
gazed searchingly into her face.

"Yes," she answered quickly and some-
what defiantly; but being thus again
broughtto the point of confession, she fell
short of heroism. "No, no!" sho said. "I
mean thai a woman's discernment is so
motimes better than a man's. I have
seen him in his home and havo become
acquainted with his qualities. He is
honorable, brave"

"Those are qualities that would fit him
for a mission of peril."

Angered by her arguments for Olivor
being turned against him, sho broke, out
petulantly: "You are heartless."

"You know I am not," said the-- old
man, kindly but chidingly. "My affec-
tion for you, scarcely requited, i3 proof,
to tho contrary. Were I naturally jeal-
ous, your plea for this young man might
arouse suspicion in my mind as to your
motive."

She crouched down at his side as ha
took a seat, and put her arms around
him in a caressing way that was not
common to her. Ho saw that shewe
weeping. In spite of an oxertioD of the
will, such as was wont to steady Iit
nerves under any circumstances, she
trembled like a coward. At lengtii. aha
said: "You love me very dearly. Would
it disturb you to know that some other
man loved me, too?"

"And that you loved him?"
He said that wrth a quickness that

startled her. She leaned on his knee as
she responded: "Why need you como so
readily to that supposition?"

"WhoTs-fli-
e man?"

"Oliver AViliett."
He stood up so hastily that Bhe was

prostrated on the floor. He did not help
her up, and aha arose unaided. Thin re-

buff at the otrtar't of a confession mad--

her waver in her purpose. She asked,
herself why a partial revelation of tho
facts would not do as well: End, hoping

xatlier than believro that it would, she
said: "He madome a proffer of his love.
X repulsed him. I told him that-l- must
never eeo me again. He followed me to
the city and asked me to fly with him.
Then ho was arrested. That is the truth,
as I live. He is no spy. Now you will
savo him, will you not? There must bo
some way of doing it, when you

that he did not come here-o- n the
errand imputed to him."

"Ih that all you wiiJi to say?' (

"Is that not enough?" she replied, a '

little bewildered, and feeling thather de-- j

termination was mrltin away.
"You are-tr- mg to decei-- e me. Your

motive I do not condemn, but the de
vice fails. Your pity for him ha im- - i

pelled you to a desperate effort to Kve ,

hi6 life. You havo exceeded what-dut- '

to your friend required."
"I havo tokl you tlie truth, as there is

a heaven above us!"
"Stop." Could thia cold, stem c4d

mai! be the petting husband ehe had
known? She looked at him in wonder
ind fear. "You lve forgotten one
point the document that lie-- destroyed."

She felt that thia was thc-tim- awl the
last to tell ail that ri had left untold.
3ho raised her eyes to his face and saw
that he was iron. Agsni Bha resorted to
a fragment of the truth.

'That was a letter from me to him
commanding him not to seek me."

"If that bo to, why shocld lv- - bavode-Etroye- d

it? There in nothing in wich a
letter, the hiding of which wcmUI be
worth a man's hfpv"

She could hav met th obppciion with
tho httJe that remsoiMl nacenfemed
that the letter confined b- - coafcwMon
of love for OTrrer Willett. She bad in-

tended to tdl that, and to trot to lcr
hushand 3 mdalgpnt Jve forfasrgiveaesB;

bt now ehe was convinced thatbe would
not forgive Cfctt on famlt. She vrz.

silent, and ere-sb- knew it, b had quit-
ted the room.

The colonel wen at oace to the impro-
vised guard boaws wtvire OHtt Tit;
was awamog tfco esrctxk& of the sen-

tence of death. The yro man had
aafeed bfeaif why be had

ih proof tbai be wa not a spy.
and he mri&r rrsaerariwed Jia
prcau&e to isrs. Araaytayre, maAs ia tfce

xkzzm natare of aa eaSb, that he- vroojd
sooner fis than reveal the-- rt vi her
love. Tin tfce Kksa. wooM jet t

in hi raad fch-- tt le wes tbrwwfn
Ma Kfe zmxr in zn uewoctliy onaw.

and ppr-- d by phjssscadfrdT'-ad- .

fast setiHag laepaSkt- - ontJws titmi

W2B fceyood hie prtmacm ajptadoa. aad a
relW fraec it, whan CoL AnsrRxg-eo- -

tcred.
"Mr. Wiatt' beii, 'jeifeav'on)y

afevr hour? & five, traVsa yea can jet
provatlsa yotzr errand was nofct!atc a
ir--

CKrr jrod Ami tie coMal w--

rande. of what ha bad learned." .jw " tcK. zaa, on. tea faw a- -

ilrs. Anavtage naderttoi foil well j pafce sfciekBe: & woraaa f m

that Oliver li&d kept aw vow to protact wwrnki &xctestadt -- I ccmmX do tt.

her rvpctatsiwi. sJliioagb in don so he j I ? dje."

had dcstrore-tfi- e procf that he wsj not i "H5e you no 4re i &r
aspv. ln'tbe Srsx warrb of her grail- - j ""So roa-- t bet I vafcraJar-rua- e

she rioted w :.-- s. bind dire to rtA wm s.rdf a ?4si-- n ettwtt:- -

tion, and 1 must not be a cowardhecauSa
lie-wor- has come of it."

4tYes, you might have baebsoma other
errand that of a lover meeting Ms
sweetheart, for example. Was that is
in your case?"

Oliver was certain now thaC his sur-
mise was correct. He said &s rcocsdea-aousl- y

as any man ever lied. Sx"
"If it were eo, and you couldrfprceifc,

jour life- wouM be spared."
"I can provono such thing."
"That rejEovcs a. sorrow from me-and-",

seals your fata. Within- - an. hour my
wife has tokl mo that yoa were her
lover that you and-co-

as a spy from tho rebels."
Believing that she had confessed the

whole truth instead of only aa ineffect-
ual part of it, Oliver's only sentiment for
the instant sacrifice.

Tho colonel left hua to- hkosalf.
An hour later, a mnfflcd woman-- was

in his presence. Whou sshe showed her
facoit was eocloscthathefefeher breath,
fall hot on li cheek, osd it was ifrs.
Armytas who spoke: "I could no$ Jec
you die with the thought that I, safe Ju.
your sacrifice, had not tried to save yov.
I told my husband- - why youvcameto tho
city, but he wouM. not belleveme. Icon-ju- re

you Mm. that-- toW. th
trutiu"

It is not abvaya trua that men jvr

braver in premudiiarmg heroism thai
when f action cornea. Oliver
had. even smceija interview with CoL
Armytage, wavered from hia dejarniina-tio- n

to die possessed of this woman's
secret. He-h- balanced hi&oirtfj-atlo- n to
her against life-- family's frrJefancl howft
dread of death, arid which
he bed scarcely been obi to determine.
But now, under the powerful mduonco
of her presence, sad m thn knowledge
thet fthe appreciated and loved him, ho
felt steeled m life parposo- - of teaping hi
vow. He wwd very quxetiyr "Yoirrkas
band haa-bee- here."

"And told you waac:! Eafd?''

"Y."
You assuiad him. that it waa truer

They will beEevo rt and yoa wRl be
Hived?' She with arfrfgbt far
his answer. She lionestly boHevod that
sho hoped he would say "Ye:r but iiv
bar mind was a sliadowyT-aw- ulffvr- - ot
what might
self.

"It ia too late-t- o niter my purpoiseiif T
would," ho said, takvajr br band ht
! us,, and feeling that they wsro hot and
nervous. Yor letttr i destroyed. If
I wero to toll its contents nawl-woul-

not hwbIieved. I Have thought it all
over. My life w very precious to mo;
but mine or youra mu&t go for what
would be left of yors worth retaining
if the world regarded yot m a faithlot
wife? 1 wdi div in th ihish of ftJiigh.
rasoIv You would linger, If I IhmI

pro; ed cowardly, in yeaw of difclu No;
I liave kept my oxtlr and your sctnt."

Wlien Mr. Arm) tag w one again
in har, room, ti tini gray Ilghtoftduwu
shone into tho window whwrt sli sat.
Her husband lutd.not returned. Th hor-

rible duty of of th court-martial'- i

wimic devolved on himrand,
although he assigned its dtailn to a
Blair officHr, it added tovlifiwothoonctivJ-ti- e

of the night and kpt him war
from iter. Soon she- heard. th boat of a
juuffied drumr mucking- the tread of
marching feet. Looking- - out thrAigh
the shutters, ahe saw a company of ftfty
soldiers coming don u tha tre.

In their midst wmt. Oliver "Willett.
Tlvi-fira- t vision oC Old Judo wft real-

ized. The prophfcie oC tltamegn: Jiod
not been recalled by the-- diatraatod wo-

man, but now sho felb that Oltviir'd
march to death had been, foretold. With
a dumb, stdl noose- - of dragpnir for hr
lover, sho wttichad the drtsidCuL proam-
nion until it ptimiii beyond, her eight and
hearing.

"What was it that old. Judeo toW.
next?" she exclaimed. "I rsmembor.
Slve sow me ruling on horbacJc toward
a wood. Slto heard mo- - say thate-- l inuat
eave-him- . How? Lcan't oaaceivouway,

She was in a condition now itxrwhich
quietude was- - not possible. Her mddliv

StuvdWaea
coiwiier whst th wnairSto 1J0 norhsrtlly
nalhBfl what sho wftsdotajr OkLJudeo'a
prophecy impelled hr. She Imatily
dreswd herself ii Imt-- riding habifc and.
roochrd tra st&bfe unoifeurved. Then

ami brfdied the bnrro,
mounted him and rodo in th

direction th:U tadteitof iMJtttikKW
rrad go!. Once- - beyond tfcvHnti ot th
town, sh dturer&ed at & dSstatMM Uri
company jftt vdUitus a jpot. Urging
Iter horM into a run, aha dubbed aftr
them, riwppftnng into a wod, jtmt aa
tii pre ptUr had profewwd to &oe her
do ia th second vision.

CHAPTER IT.
SHOOTJXU THC SUTP09BI STT.

assssaz
She epenrst hrr p mw Qlier fi&fovf

XX rtad.-'- j mutmimtz.

Tn plan M&tctcd for of
tbe dofctb ensoe U&t: TO&Jttwa
in a gwflo s""fre-3rtor- Ih
motr? ia u wn a4o b&T-t-

wjxH a rwr am y.aiwstl W-fc-

trr jKnK&ecn rrtsrpsJ&ihcv, tttt
tlMk&le cCtle-pf9ii-s- yf Bj6rUl-d- y

bca known mcw- - isa. Tb
ftntof &o (ifcMUfr iMxm$d fat tilt
vM. to arrive on te jrwoeJ

Artaytasre. So is- Xfce s coomb.
mxAJtu 7ablic by stuor on hmt

&4,hrm xhtad U to MtM aioot.
boe MutcDlooorrbxno. 4oriorA
brdb tejc. fU so aoorvotta Asst tbwf
KjaMaxkt dMDi ". tlmmmmZ

tosaMfesfceaoMl o Jberojobjroeof
kospcoc "Tib tb OCCSMOJO. ooo) CnOK to
oo$M.pJef vMtm om boko of hor
Urw. Out Umpk Jp" "bo fcod seUas-lvme- i
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